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Th# ^Tragedy of Othello 

Enter Bianca. 


Oaf. I humbly thanke your Ladilhipi 

H tan. Saue you friend Cafsto. 

Caf. What make you from home? i • r | ; 

How is it with you my moft fair iHianca f : ' K: 0 

Indeed fweet loue I was comming to your hbufe. 

Sk And I was going to your lodging fafsia » 

What keepe a weeke away ?fenen daiesand nights, 

Eigktfcore eight houres,and louers abfent ho.'res, 

More tedious then the diall,eighcfcorc times. 

Oh weary reckoning- ' r;! 

Caf. Pardon me Bianca, 1 iQim*^7m7tv, 

I hauc this while with leaden thoughts bin preft. 

But I fti ill in a more continuate t ime, 

Strike off this (core of abfence : fweet Bianca, 

Take me this worke our. 

Bia. Oh whence came this ? 

This is fome token from a hewer Friend 
To the felt ablcnce,ndw { fcele a caufe. 

I’d come to this / well,wdl. 

Caf. Go to woman, 

Throw your vile ghefles in the deuills teeth, 

From whence you haue them ,you'atc jealous no*'," x ! .. r - , 

That this is from fome Miftris/amc remembrance, 

No in good troth Bianca. 

Bia . Why,whofe is it ? 

Caf. I know not fweet, I found it in my chamber, 

I like the worke well,ere it be demanded. 

As like enough it will,rde hauc it coppied. 

Take ic and do’t,atifllcat« me-'for this time. 1 >■ 

Bia. Leaue you, wherefore? 1 .- ; 

Caf. I doe attend here on the Generali, u> 

And thinke it no additiortjtiormy wilb, 

To hauc him fee me woman’d. 

Bin. Why I pray you? 

Caf. Not that I loue you not. 

Bia. Hue that you doc not loue tr.e : 

I pray you bring me on the way a little. 

And ay,iflfi>ail fee you foonc at night. ... 




the Moore of Venice, v- 

Caf. Tis but a little way that I £4$ ijringyou, ,, 
For I attend here, but He fee youfoone. 

Bia. Tis very good,I muft be circumilanc’d. i 

A But 4. v ScoeM' I. 

Suter Iago and Q thcllo» 

lav, X 7\ rill you thinkefo? 

V V Oth. Thinkefo lags, 
lag . Wbatjtokifle in priuate ? 

Oth. Anvnauthoriz’dkilfe. 

lag. Or to be naked with her friend abed. 

An haure,or moremot meaning any harme ? 

Oth. Nakedabcd /^o,andnot meane harme ? 

It is hipocrifie againft the deuill : 

They that’meane vertuoufly ,and yet doe fo. 

The deuill their vertiie tempts, and they tempt hcauen. 

lag. Soe they doe nothing,tis a veniall flip ; 

But if I giuemy wifeah andkerchicfe. 

Oth. What then? 

lag. Why then tis hers my Lord,and being hers, , 

She may ,1 thinkejbeftow’t on any man. 

Oth. She is proteftreffe ofh’er honour too. 

May flie giue that ? 

lag. Her honour is an eflence that’s not feene. 

They haue it very oft, that haue ic not; 

But for the handkerchiefe. 

Oth. By heauen, I would moft gladly haue forgot it % 
Thou faidft (O it comes ore my memory. 

As doth the Rauen o’re the infe&ed houfe. 

Boding to all.) He had my handkerchiefe. 
tag. I, what of that? 

Ot h. That’s not fo good now. 

Ug. What If I had (aid I had feen him do y o'u Wrong? 
C 1 heard him fay, (as knaucs be fticH abroad, 

Who tuuing by their owne importunate fuite, ; 
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